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roses. There were perpetual complaints from the
notary, Frans saw it from the notes that were
delivered or from Gerbrand's face, and sometimes
he was present when his brother asked : c Why were
you late for the office again ? ' Latterly Floris had
not even given an answer. And in the evening he
went out immediately after grace had been said,
for a walk, he told them, but many of the neighbours
were able to tell them how he had been seen with
that tall friend of his in ale-houses that Frans had
never heard of and that apparently were of bad
repute. The last time his brother had forbidden
him to go there, Floris had walked out of the door
smiling. Gerbrand must be feeling more upset than
he showed.
And Jansje sighed. When Frans walked through
the passage where she was swabbing the floor, she
would leave off and, lifting up her head, that shook
perpetually, would say : c You ought to pay more
attention to your brother's troubles ; you do your
duty, but apart from that you leave him in the
lurch.' But how could he help ? He only went
out for about an hour, otherwise he worked as much
as he could, and, in any case, he had no authority
over Floris. Certainly he, too, had noticed that
there was gossip in the street; the neighbours
looked through the window as they passed the shop,
as though they thought something unusual was going
on in there. Jansje and Stien never talked outside